THE   MONASTERY    OF    SECLUDED    LIGHT

jogged along the track; a chair on the shoulders of
four bearers moved inch by inch across the scene
Was it a funeral or a wedding ? The usual question.
I lay on the grass and watched these toys move and
antic, the crowds coagulate and melt. I could not
tell; I did not care. I turned away and went down
the hill towards the lake shore.

The pilgrims were out of sight; only a few peasants
tilled the fields and stared and laughed as I, neither
in ricksha, motor-bus, nor car, but crazy, on my feet,
walked towards Ling-Yin. I reached the village and
the monastery gate. I stepped under its arch, on to the
bridge that passed across the stream, the stream that
had flowed down North High Peak from the
Monastery of Secluded Light; the stream, filled with
orange peel, tins, garbage, rags. Brown sweaty faces
pressed round me, ricksha-pullers, guides, pedlars.
They stank. Over their gaBbHng heads I saw the
broad avenue sloping up the mountain, the stream
one side, the monastery walls shading the other.
Against the walls a row of women stood, selling toys
and incense-sticks, food, and common little repro-
ductions of the shrines' effigies. The stream danced
shallow over rocks, and a cliff, festooned in ferns,
patched dark with the mouths of caves, walled its
further side.

"No," I said, and shook my head at them again
and again. They would not, it seemed they could not,